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was satisfied, another was left hungry and he had
got up from life's banquet with hunger unappeased.
Like a man who hears the perfect form or move-
ment of a tune and wanders in elaboration trying
to get the spirit of it, and failing to get it anywhere,
returns to the perfect form in the simplicity of the
conclusion, the poet, after long wandering in
pursuit of the beauty of his dream, was returning
to see it again in this dream. " O, it is you," he
said, muttering in his stupor : " I see, I see."

Ottilie came in again. The poet came out
of his stupor and opened his eyes, Ottilie was
standing beside the bed and looking at him an-
xiously. The sight of her touched the poet's heart.
He looked on her affectionately and smiled a little.
Ottilie smiled in response, but her heart was
troubled. Would the old man live some time
longer or would he leave her and go ? She had
not seen much happiness in her married life. Her
husband had not been good to her. But this old
father of his had made her life bearable by a
kindly word or a tender look and the sympathy
he showed on his face at most times. Ottilie was
a little girl when Goethe first saw her. He had
played with her as a child and, as she belonged to
a household with which he was on terms of gireat
friendship and she was a bright creature, he had